would say. However, when I asked, " Won't you come into my room? " they invariably but politely refused, though they were mollified by the invitation.
Mother would come often to look into my living room. She would buy a chair or a little rug and even finally a carpet, for its beautifying. She crotcheted doilies for the table, embroidered covers for the chair backs; much of the work of her hands went into that room. But I cannot remember ever having seen mother sitting in my living room.
Mother, who never saw the interior of a home such as those to which I was then beginning to go, would ask me eagerly, " Do you like their house? " And she would nod sagely when I said I did, or shake her head when I said I did not. After every school pleasure she would meet me with the query: " Did you enjoy it? " No day was too hot for her to spend at the ironing board; no [102]
